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immediately at his house in the Place des Etats-Unis.
Meeting Wilson was not the same as seeing at the Quai
d'Orsay the old man of whom enemies used to say that a
pair of cotton gloves meant more to him than faith in God
and humanity. Here was nothing of the atmosphere in
which geniality was nourished by sarcasm and patriotism
was matched with disbelief. Paderewski felt for Wilson
both gratitude and admiration ; the American President
was to him a statesman of true greatness. Paris already had
its stories and criticisms of Wilson's coining over from the
States, of his ceremonial visits to London and to Rome, of
his mind and of his methods as disclosed during the Con-
ference. For Paderewski Wilson was not the Nonconform-
ist preacher, the puritan, the autocrat, egotistic, conceited
and fanatical, a bad diplomat confusing ethics with politics,
but the man whose name was spoken by peasants, miners
and workmen in Poland and in other countries with a venera-
tion accorded to the names of the saints. He was the man
who in a world of extreme nationalism, himself without
national vanity, conceived his Fourteen Points ; the man
who had the sense of the moral responsibility of being the
leader of a great country ; the man who for the cynicism
of the professional politician substituted the faith of the true
Christian. Would not a future generation put him on a
higher pedestal than that on which the Paris Conference
placed him ?
Wilson must have felt the wave of sympathy that radiated
from his guest. His serious face was marked by the struggles
and disillusiomnents of the Conference ; it was becoming a
heavy mask, scored with bitter lines. His former faith was
gradually turning to resignation. But his face brightened
up as he shook Paderewski warmly by the hand. At the
end of their conversation Paderewski knew that several
Polish problems would be dealt with again, and that
he would be their spokesman. Wilson reassured him of
his attitude towards the Thirteenth Point; Poland's pros-
pects were no longer so gloomy.

